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B. & S. 


(Extracts from a Diary of Travel.) 


B. & 8. are nothing to drink. So Wrirem Lawson needn't “ rise 
toorder” any. B. is a rising town on 
one side of the Estuary of the Rubble. 
S. is a rising town on the other. 
B. looks down on 8. 8. loftily ignores 
B. Remember in days of earlier travel 
spending some time in town of St. Louis, 
U.S.A. Whiled away breakfast hour by 
reading what Kansas papers said of St. 
Louis, and what St. Louis journals said 
of Kansas. Month, September; flies 
abundant. Coloured gentleman told off 
with big fan to every couple in coffee 
room; fan always going in one hand, 
brushing off flies, whilst dishes ‘served and 
removed with other. Newspaper controversy 


of the day turned on subject of flies. Kansas 
papers denounced St. 


mis as fly-blown. 

en coloured gentleman temporarily removed 
flies from surface of St. Louis local journal, I 
read dignified deprecation of distinction thrust 
upon the city. ‘* We do not,” wrote the editor, 
‘deny an occasional fly in St. Louis; but there 
are times when the outlines of objects in the 
domestic economy of Kansas are literally oblite- 


rated by the _— 

Louis entered the princi 

tending to take his breakfast. ‘ What have you 
got a black cloth on the table for?’ he asked the 
boy. ‘ That’s not a cloth,’ said the boy, whisk- 
ing hisfan. ‘ That’s flies.’ And so it was.” 

B. & 8. do not indulge in open recrimins.tion 
like St. L. and K. But they think the more. 

The favours of the Estuary ey, divided. B. gets all the 
water; 8. all the sand. B. has high tide twice a day; 8S. once 
a fortnight. S. says there’s nothing like sand. 
‘* Water for me,” says B. S. rigs up boats 
on wheels, and careers madly over the dunes. 
B. puts to sea in pleasure-boats, stepping 
right off its own sea-wall, and smiles wi 
aggravating insolence at 8.’s argosies. B. has a 
park facing the sea, enclosed within jealously 
pe gates, accessible only to lordly residents. 

e sun arranges matters so that it sets full in 
sight of the park. Only Ireland between B. and 
the boundless Atlantic. 

**Treland in the way, as usual,” said Cravp 
Hamitton, who, when Member for Liverpool, 
sometimes visited B. 

But when it comes to the seasons, 8. has the 

ull over B. 
a summer sea- 
son. So has §&., 
, a winter season into 
- the bargain. At 
B., people | . 
Ma: In 8. they dwell. 
“*Good Americans 
when they die, go 
to Paris.” In the 
manufacturing dis- 
trictsof Lan ire, 
good general dealers when they retire, go to 8. 
It is the very paradise of the bourgeoisie. 
Always looks as if it had just had its hands 
and face washed. 

Wuittey, another cheap tripper from 
Liverpool, with hands behind his coe and smile 
on his face, says it reminds him of 

_ “. . . . the rose just washed in a shower 
Which Mary to ANNA conveyed.” 


(CowPER was the poet of Wurrtey’s childhood ; 
clings to him still.) 
- 1s an agglomeration of lodging-houses; 8. is 
& congeries of residences. In new part of the town, 
every house is detached ; everyone has a peaked 
root ; everyone is built of red brick ; everyone has 
a = plot in front ; ouenyene hes a | garden 
ehind ; everyone is prim and clean, an sin ye 
rich on the savings of 'a well spent life. Pann’ Also of Liverpool 
8., though it rather looks down on the summer, since B. shares its 


“T rise to Order.”’ 


Late of Liverpool. 





attractions and its advantages, is not above entertaining the day- 


trippers. They come in thousands, every day from July through 
September. Oldham, Manchester, Wigan, ton, Liverpool, Bolton, 
Blackburn, Stock your in their tens of thousands from the 
teeming mills. ose that land at B., presently take steamer, cross 
over to 8., and return, grievously ill all the way. Those that land 
at 5., journey in the same way to B. Four hours they spend at 
either side, on sand or sea-wall. A pleasant sight to see. A 
dressed in their best. Mother and father, sons and daughters, and 
babies innumerable. As different from Margate as Fast from West. 
Quaint in speech, odd in man- 

ner, amazing in dress: all 

honest pale-faced working men 

and women, sniffing the fresh 

air and gazing on the unaccus- 

tomed scene with infinite gusto. 

8. knows ’Arry not, nor is B. 

acquainted with ’ARRIET. 

*" Like to see this, dear Tony,” 
said W. F. Lawrence, bowing 
gracefully to cheap trippers, 
who looked as if they might 
ew be electors of the Abercromby 

ivision of Liverpool. ‘* Quite a change 
from Salisbury Plain, which I am more 
accustomed to frequent.” 

At B. came unex y upon AppI- 
soy, Q.C., of Ashton-under-Lyne. Adds 
the last touch of genial attractiveness to 
the place. Pretty to see him standing on 
marge of Ocean, regarding its going and 
any | with friendly giance. Just the 
same here as in House of Commons. 

Appison, Q.C., walks up floor, beaming 

impartially on crowded benches right and 

left. House smiles back on him, and 

before he reaches appointed place, and ait aan 0 
his portly person sinks into seat, murmur A Constituent, I presume | 
of welcoming cheer goes round. So it is at B. Apprson, Q.C., 
standing with hands in trousers’ pockets, and feet far apart, strides 
and smiles on the Irish Channel. Irish Channel returns friendly 
gleam of recognition ; App1son breaks into ripple of happy laughter ; 
and the sea roars back a delighted guffaw. 

Why this should be I don’t Bao, any more than why Appisow,Q.C., 
and House of Commons should always be smiling at each other. 
But so it is. B. and 8. still divided by Estuary of Rubble, are mo- 
mentarily united in happy effervescence while Appison, Q.C., 
— Es on the prim sea-wall, looks across the Rubble at the yellow 
sands, 





TYPICAL TOPICAL STORIES FOR THE DEAD SEASON. 
REMARKABLE INCIDENT IN PALL MALL, 


Tue United Service Club (called by the Members of the Junior 
United Service Club ‘‘ The Senior ’’) was closed for repairs. Taking 
ity upon their miserable position—cold and _coffee-room-less—the 
ommittee of the Atheneum had asked the Members of the Senior 
to become for the nonce honorary guests of the more literary Club. 
The invitation had been accepted with avidity, and the staid-looking 
mansion standing at the south-west corner of Waterloo Place w 
crowded with elderly warriors belonging both to the Army and the 
Navy. As everyone knows, the Athenwum prides itself upon its 
Bishops. The Primate is, so to speak, the spécialité de la maison. 
But it was September, and few, very few, of the ordinary Members 
of the Athenwum were in Town. On the other hand, the invited 
warriors were present in abundance. : 

It was in the Coffee Room. An exciting scene was being acted. 
A waiter had produced an imperfectly cooked chop. The Generals 
and the Admirals were very wrath, and the use of the capital *‘ D” 
had become most fashionable. It was then that the Bishop of —— 
entered the Coffee Room, and, listlessly seating — 4 at a table, 
|erdered a chop. He was composing a sermon, and was unconscious 
of the noise anneal him, At length the should-be succulent viand 
| was placed before him. He thrust his fork into it, and found that 
|it was imperfectly cooked. He was about to utter an exclamation 
| of anger when the steward inte i 

‘Nay, my Lord. Curb your profane tongue. 
cents. Not before the (Naval and Military) boys!” 

And suppressing an oath the good Bishop gave his blessing to the 
warlike ion , who sank on their knees to receive it. And it was 
at this point 1 awakened from my slumbers, and found that what 
I had witnessed was only a dream ! 
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AppRopRIATE CANTATA FOR THE NeXT “‘ Festrval or THE THKeEr 
Quines.”— The Jackdaw of Reams. 
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WOOING THE AFRICAN VENUS. 


(Some way after Homer's Hymn to Aphrodite.) 
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[A Charter has just been granted to the Imperial British East Africa Company. This Company will now administer and develop a territory with an 
estimated area of about 50,000 square miles, including some of the most fertile and salubrious regions of Eastern Africa. 
Te force, O Muse, and functions now unfold | From all earth’s nations, Frenchman, Por- | Whose minds are mainly set upon that love: 
Of Afrie’s Venus, graced with miues of gold : tuguese, (seas, The Briton, proud as A’gis-bearing Jove, 
Who e’en in Bismarck lights love’s furious From Yankee shores and from all Europe’s Who deems her indevirginate, her eyes 
fire, Adventurous patriots crowd to seek and 
And makes all men woo her with hot desire. 


share Being black and burning, like her own fierce 
Love of the Libyan Venus. Three there are skies. 
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He for her preference will do all he can, 

Who never faltered in the face of man. 

Shunning not strife, or Mars his warlike banes, 
But much preferring Trade ; his artizans 

Taught all earth’s countries all the Arts that are 
Associate with things vehicular. 

The Teuton next, a stalwart suitor he, 

A trifle truculent, a mite too free, 

Holding all things in war and wooing fair, 

Hoping tomato cheeks and orange hair, 

By force of contrast, may avail to win 

The dusky Aphendiie—-end her “‘ tin.” 

Thirdly, the broad Batavian, scant of grace, 

Who trusts a lucky “‘ start” in the love-chase 
Gives him such lead that they who run from scratch 
The lumpy “‘ limit-man”’ may fail to catch. 
Others—the Frank, the Belgian—too there be, 

Sut just as Paris had the choice of three, 

So the Black Venus seems confronted now 

sy three chief suitors. 

Swart yet stately brow 

To which one wilt thou bend in coy selection ? 

0 coal-black Charmer, all thy swart perfection 

Of ebon-moulded limb and sable hair 

To the hot winds of torrid Libya bare, 

Witches the world as once, in style the same, 

‘* The all-of-gold-made-laughter-loving-dame ’’— 
As Cuapman after Homer calls her—did 

At odorous Cyprus. Lifting languorous lid, 

Late late in the world’s history thou dost draw, 

As did the Paphian when her form men saw, 
Snow-white and rose-tinct from the waves arise. 
Thou art not snow and rose-lv-af to our eyes, 

sut ‘‘ tawny-fronted,” like the Egyptian Queen ; 
Yet what strange Cleopatra charms are seen 

In thy most opulent blackness, that bewitch 
All modern men who would be loved—and rich. 
Homer—and CuapmMan—speak in diction bold 
Of * Cyprian Venus, graced with mines of gold.” 
They write of one—but then *twas not a man— 

‘** Whom all the gold of Venus never can 
tot to affect her with god or man.” 
Well, that was not Jonn Butt, but priggish Pallas— 
What man unto thy golden charm is callous, 
0 ebon-skin’d, yet aureate Aphrodite ? 

But stay! Poetic flights should not be flight 
That deal with themes like goddesses and gold. 
Who is the new Anchises, kingly bold, 
Whom rich-crown’d Afric Venus will approve, 
And dower with her profitable love ? 
Anchises with the Paphian had the pull, 
Shall it be so to-day with brave Jonn Boi? 
It looks a little like it. See him stand, 

Love in his eyes, a Charter in his hand! 
Such strenuous wooing is most apt to win 
Women of mortal or immortal kin. 

lhe swarthy Siren whom all men desire 
Looks on him eoyly, yet with eyes of fire. 
Teuton, Batavian, Frank will Venus shunt ? 
Well, Butt at least is fairly to the front. 





PLAY-TIME AT THE COMEDY THEATRE. 


What the plot of Uncles and Aunts may be, I have 

| only the vaguest idea. Everybody pretends to be some- 
body else, nobody is anybody in particular, but the girls, 

Miss Cissy Graname and Miss Vase FEATHERSTON—she 

isn’t in the least vain, I’m sure—are very pretty and 

ively. Mr. Pewtey, with his wonderful make-up and 

his quaint silliness, is immensely funny, but the fun is 

| distinctly limited to Mr. Pewter; and, with the excep- 
ton of the scene between Miss Mania Daty and 

Mr. Pewter in the Second Act, the situations of the 

| piece contribute very little towards the amusement of 
the audience. There is one perfect piece of acting in 

it, unexaggerated, simple, un-selfconscious, thoroughly 

artistic both in breadth and in detail, and this is Mr. 
A F. Hawrrey as Bates. And whois Bates? Well, 
fore answering my own question, let me refer to what 
said last week about a sudden run on Butlers among 

our most modern dramatis persona. 
“nity . L. Toore began it, and every one knows what 
; oLe’s Butler was. He was, per se, unique, inimitable. 
we was a Butler who, as a matter of fact, could only 
ave been tolerated as an old, attached, and very 








HEBREW MELODIES. 


Says AARON TO Moses, | Says Moses To AARON, 
‘*A GARDEN oF Roses!” **AtL Roses or Suanon !” 








eccentric servant, retained on account of long-valued service; as rara an 
avis as Sam Weller. But Mr. Hawrney’s Butler is all of the modern 
time, irreproachable in costume, quiet, and unobtrusive, speaking when 
spoken to, and only volunteering remarks when he is quite sure of the sort of 
audience he has got to appreciate them. Even then he flatters the vain, empty- 
headed, middle-aged Uncle, one of the family, b Ler ne laughing at the 
latter’s stupid jokes. To see him carefully and systematically clear away the 
breakfast things, fold the cloth, and walk out with the tray, is a study for all 
young Actors whose chance for the future may lie in waking subordinate parts. 
Nothing is omitted; nothing is over-elaborated. Watch him when he comes 
in suddenly and finds his master in a most compromising situation with two 
young ladies. His bearing at the trying moment is not only a study for young 
Actors, but a lesson to Butlers of all ages. 

Mr. W. F. Hawrrey does not make a grinning idiot of his Butler,—pas si 
Bates. And let not only Pa’ see Bates, but Ma’ too, and the rest of the family, 
is the recommendation of Jack In THE Private Box. 


A DETECTIVE’S DIARY A LA MODE. 


Monday.—Papers full of the latest tragedy. One of them suggested that the 

assassin was a man who wore a blue coat. Arrested three blue-coat wearers on 
suspicion. 

uesday.—The blue coats proved innocent. Released. Evening journal threw 

out a hint that deed might have been perpetrated by a soldier, Found a small 

drummer-boy drunk incapable. Conveyed him to the Station-house. 

Wednesday.—Draummer-boy re . Letter of anonymous correspondent 

to daily journal declaring that the outrage could only have committed by a 

—, Decoyed petty officer of Penny Steamboat on shore, and suddenly 
hi 


: im. 
Thursday.—Petty officer allowed to go. Hint thrown out in the ae em 
i tic. Noti 


columns that ww crime mos poamne to a luna an old 
tleman purchasing a copy of Maiwa’s Revenge. m. 
or i pedis dispatched to an asylum. Anonymous letter received, 


denouncing local clergyman as the criminal. Took the reverend gentleman into 


.—Eminent ecclesiastic set at aay with an apology. Ascertain 
ical that it is thought just possible that the Police may have 
lves. At the call of duty, finished the week by 


** Kettle began it” | custod 


y: 
‘ Saturd 
in a 

commuted the crime t 


arresting myself! 
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ville.” The Positive Man, defeated, shuts up his pocket telescope wi 

DUE NORTH. a sharp click, like the Duke of WELLINGTON ona totally ieieie 

Fellow Passengers —Discussions— Information— Diversion—’ A Ag occasion, and walks away. Happy Thought.—He and his telescope 

New Coinage Dinner ('ontentment Whist—Al’s Well—| both shut ub 

Retirement With the ay 4 oe y Civerties the en so from his 

Turner is a Positive Man on board, with a quiet wife and a|™monomania about the Albert Docks, Honson remarks, with an air of 

voket telescope. ’ The Positive Man is full of Seformation as to lively interest, ‘* Where are the great Sewage Works ? I don’t 
every object of interest on the banks, and is invariably wrong. see them. ' 

That's Rosherville, ‘the place to spend a happy day,’ ” he tells Your nose will be of more use to you than your eyes when you 

his wife, ina waggish vein, pointing out a pier, some trees and houses, | Come within two miles of them,” drily observes a little withered-up, 

| “No, Sir,” says a trim-looking fellow-passenger, with an insinu-| WY man, like an elderly Scotch terrier. The ladies eye the 

‘ting manner, “that’s Greenwich. Rosherville is farther down.” last speaker with a look of intense disgust, and the little wiry 

Oh—ah—yes,” says the Positive Man, as he takes a good look at | ™an’s observation would be passed over in pitying silence by the 

an : company generally, as if they forgave him this once, and wouldn't say 

anything about it if he didn’t do it again, but for the youthful 
leader of the ’Arries, in grey flannel shirt with sham collars and 
cuffs, who comes out with a loud laugh, which is immediately 
echoed by his admiring companions, and exclaims,— , 

‘“‘ That ’s rather thick, that is!”’ And his followers chorus irregu- 
larly,—‘* Yes, that was rather thick.” 

It is the first time I’ve come across the word ‘‘ thick.” It bothers 
me. I don’t see its immediate application. 

The little old wiry Seotch-terrier man evidently understands what 
“‘thick ” means, as he takes it in a complimentary sense, and forth- 
with fraternises with ’Arry and his band. 

““Come and ‘aye some lotion, old man,” says ’Arry the First, 
patronisingly, to his new acquaintance, who must be forty years his 
senior. The sun-dried old chip of a very old block, with wiry 
iron-grey hair, replies that ‘“‘he doesn’t mind if he does take a 
lotion.”” Whereupon, all the ’Arry band shout with laughter, and 
their leader declares openly that in his opinion the little withered-up 
old man is ‘‘a thick "un—a regular thick ’un”; and ‘“‘this is the 
Mist acalll By af Hemnressionist verdict of them all,” as following their foreman, the jury of ’Arries 
' ' >. ar A ' dr. 8 descend the companion, and disappear with their new acquaintance, 
Greenwich, and then exclaims, as if he now recognised it pestostiy, ‘Dinner at two,” says the Steward, ‘‘ when we’re off Southend. 
‘Of course it is. I meant Greenwieh when I said Rosherville.” | You can have anything now, if you like, Sir?” 

Then, turning to his wife,—‘* That’s Greenwich, where the Chelsea | Ominous question. Now—or never? No; I'll wait till two, and 
Pensioners are.”” And again he is corrected by the Trim Man, who | chance it. 

has in his hand Dickens's Dictionary of the Thames, which he inva-| A tall, languid person, in a deerstalker and an ulster, whom I 
riably consults before volunteering any information. | have noticed for some time standing near us, and who, T fancy, is 

Honson, in his kindliest humour, confides to me that he is deeply | waiting patiently for the reversion of my campstool,—which he 














interested in an elderly Gentleman, evidently travelling alone, who | won’t obtain, as I carry it with me wherever I go,—observes, in the 
has not spoken to anyone, and is always taking a few hurried | patronising tone of a man who wishes it to be understood that he is 


steps from one side of the vessel to the other, and nervously examin- | accustomed to frequent only the “ hupper suckles ” of Society,— 
| ing the banks on both sides through his field-glasses, as though he| ‘‘ Rather an absurd hour for dinner,—two °” 
were expecting a friend from shore to come out in a boat and join | ** Except,” I say, ‘‘ when you’re hungry, and then any hour is a 
| him. he friend doesn’t come, and the lonely traveller 7 ee good hour for dinner.” 
| used to be a piece called The Lonely Man of the Ocean. Can this ** And,” he continues, without noticing my reservation, and speak- 
be its hero ’)—becomes more and more restless every minute. ing severely at me, as if the hours for meals were of my choosing, “I 
“It is not easy to distinguish sitet along the shore,” observes | suppose, tea at seven, and a heavy breakfast at eight in the morning. 
| Hosson, approaching the =e delicately. All this sort of thing upsets the digestion. It’s impossible to feed 
The Restless Passenger, still looking anxiously through the field- | at such a ridiculous hour.” 
glasses, replies slowly, os : “Ten to two!” exclaims Honson joyfully, and I am grateful for 
“No, it isn’t. But,” he continues, in a plaintive tone, ‘‘I can’t} the interruption as the languid man is inclined to adopt a bullying 
| —see—where—the Royal Albert Docks are ?” tone towards me. ‘‘ This is doing you good, eh? Didn’t I say so?” 
| “* No?” returns Honsox, with an air of cheerful surprise, and then, Then as I follow him in his blithesome skip towards the companion, 
out of sheer good-nature, he begins looking about everywhere for the | he pauses, and, as if he had a rare treat in store for me, whispers, 
Royal Albert Docks, with the evident purpose, should he find them, | with a confidential chuckle, ‘‘I’ve secured the two best seats at the 
of at once presenting them to the Restless Resstaaer: head of the table next to the Captain! Aha!’ And elated beyond 
‘Ab, surely!” exclaims the Restless Man, ‘‘those are the Royal | measure with the success of this last instance of his forethought—all 
Albert Docks and he focuses a block of buildings, and the tops of | on my account I am convinced, and not the least on his own—he 
| a crowd of masts, whic h he can just see in the distance. | trips down the stairs, and in another five minutes the bell announces 
** That . Erith,” says the Positive Man. | feeding time, and the passengers troop in and take their places on 
Is it says Hopson, ready to agree with him, for the sake of | either side of a long table at the head of which is the Captain, a fine 
making things pleasant all round. |upstanding middle-aged man in a nautical uniform, who bows 
‘‘No—that’s not Erith,” says the Trim Passenger, fresh from a | reverently over a huge steaming joint of boiled beef rising out of 4 
surreptitious dip into his Guide-book, ‘* that ’s Tilbury Fort.” sea of pale turnipy gravy, says grace, in which all those who have 
There ’s the Arsenal,” says the Positive Man, after a short pause. | contracted with the steward for their meals heartily join,—and then 
What Arsenal, dear?” asks his wife. |he sets to work to carve for his hungry family of sixty persons, and 
“Why, Woolwich Arsenal, of course,” he answers, with an air of | appears as Captain Carver, playing the rt to ection until 
| superior knowledge. further notice, which is given a imself calle whan e is thoroughly 
No, that’s not Woolwich Arsenal,” says the Trim Passenger, | exhausted. . 
with a short apengnte cough just to break the intelligence gently to| Dinner.—Saloon cool. No smell to speak of. Motion of ship 
the Positive Man, “ that ’s Gravesend.” rather more perceptible here than on deck; but hunger isa thorn. 
‘‘ Gravesend |” repeats the Positive Man, scornfully. Happy Thought.—The test of qualmishness has arrived. If I can 
I don’t think it can be Woolwich Arsenal, dear,” objects his wife, | stand this, the  biled mutton and bilious sauce,” and the strap 
timidly, ‘‘or why should ‘ Rosherville’ be written up in large letters?” | manners and customs of some of my immediate neighbours, w 
_This is a facer for the Positive Man, who wis out ‘* Umph! | evidently are of opinion that fingers were made, not only before forks, 
| Very odd!” and seems by his manner to imply that some one has| but before toothpicks, I can stand anything. I do; and what is 
been tampering with the names of the localities just to spite him per- | more, enjoy the dinner and the Captain’s conversation—but not 
sonally, Subsequently regaining confidence, from the fact that, in| manners and customs aforesaid—immensely. 
the absence of the man with the Guide-book, on two occasions his| As a precaution, and to make assurance doubly sure, Hossow pro- 
statements have passed unchallenged, he points out Limestone Works poses a Pottle of champage. Why, certainly: quite a Happy Thought. 
| as the Royal Albert Docks, and is immediately contradicted by a| I notice that the guid person who thinks two o’clock a preps 
| chorus of bystanders, who, unfortunately for him, see ‘* Limestone |terous and absurd hour for dinner, is doing remarkably well @ 
| Works” as clearly written up as his wife had previously seen “‘ Rosher-| spite of the absurdity of the idea. As for the “high contracting 
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” the Steward must be a loser to-day, as they take twice of | ‘‘ Now, dear fri d, there is absolute 
et about the middle of the| “this with bis” ; 


everything. ’Arry, from somewhere 
table calls out “Bre, Waiter!”—this causes a laugh among his 
admirers—** tell the Captain I'll trouble him again.” To which the 


Captain Carver in his celebrated Saloon Ente:tainment. 


Captain, who, poor man, is only just commencing his own dinner, 

| mutters knowingly, ‘* No, I’m if you do!” as with a smile 

| he beckons to an under-steward to remove the joint and carve it at 
the side-board. 

“It’s not like this when it’s rough,” says Captain Carver, od 
| to us, alluding to the run on joint. I assent to his remark, wit 

an Old Saltish sort of sea-dog wag of the head ; but I do not confide 

to him that ‘* J am not like this ~ bed it’s rough.” Hopson pl 

him cheerily in a glass of dry Pommery, and he acknowledges the 
| toast, being a teetotaller, in a brimmer of gingerade. 

After dinner, a sudden shower of rain compels us to seek refuge in 

a small cabin, facetiously termed ‘‘the Smoking-Room,” where the 

atmosphere is, to use ’ARRyY’s expression, ‘‘ rather thick.” 

Here ’Arry and his party are in great force, playing a rubber. 

‘0 Jee-roo-salum!” cries ’AkkY, when he ca a trick, where- 

upon his admirers roar with laughter. 

’Arry has not been giving his best attention to the game, and on 
| his partner, an elderly, business-like looking man, warning him of 
| the consequences, ARRY gives a wink at his companions, and says, 
ke Steady yerself, Emity!” which witticism sends them into con- 

vuisions, 

The wiry old Scotch-terrier-like man is also here, pulling at the 
| stump of a cigar, closely watching the game, with difficulty refraining 
from offering advice, but consoling himself by telling the lookers-on 
in whispers what he would have done if he had been in the last 
player’s plese, and by significant shrugs and grunts expressive of his 
disapprobation of the style of play generally. ’Anry takes a trick 
with tr delight, in spite of some mistake of his partner's. 

** Ah,” says’Arry to the latter, ‘‘ you’re not too thick, you ain’t.” 
, es, oe ” puzzles me. Presently the wiry old man offers to make 
um a bet. 

‘No, old boy,” replies the knowing and suspicious’Arry, ‘* you’re 
too thick for me.” And his companions shout with laughter. 

When one of his opponents at whist is rather slower than usual in 
dealing, "Arry calls out ‘‘ Time!” and subsequently requests him, 
if he has dealt himself a good hand, to ‘‘ Walk round and show his 
muscle.” Fortune favours ’Arry with first-rate trumps,—and 
ARRY ea my =, coming down with his Ace says : 

‘Ow ’s that for kitchen soup?” 

Immense delight of the ’Arry Gallery, which is raised to the 
highest pitch when he throws down the Queen of Trumps, and in a 
sort of tune sings :— 

‘ That’s a Beau-ty! that’s a Beau-ty!” 

When he and his partner ultimately win the game, he leads a 
chorus in which all his companions heartily join, and the purport of 
which, as far as I can catch the words, seems to be a tuneful expres- 
sion of a wish, addressed to some i inary butcher by an intending 
customer, to be informed as to the market price of liver, and a further 
demand of a like nature as to the current quotation of kidneys. _ 

There being no more rain, this is the last I see of Anny and his 
comrades, until next morning when they complain of headache and 
evinee an inordinate passion for kippered herrings, and boiling hot tea. 


8a ng. 
~ Now ! ” cries Hopson, who is in ecstasies at the verification of 
all his prophecies about the state of my health, and thé excellence of 


the passage. ‘‘Now!” he cries, extending his right arm to 
the horizon, and then turning towards me as if the supreme moment 
had arrived when he must ebeien himself of a tremendous secret, 





We are standing well out to sea. Daylight and the coast-line are J 





; ] nothing between you" —he 
em ises this with his left hand—‘‘and the North Pole!” 
Whereupon he takes one step back, folds his arms, and interro- 
gates me with a searching regard, as if he were suspicious of my 
still concealing something from him, and so by my reticence com- 
pelling him to believe that there is something between me and the 
North Pole! 

It’s a fearful charge,—worse than being accused of disrespect for 
the Equator,—and I assure him that as far as I know, there is nothing 
whatever between me and the North Pole. And so we sit on deck, 
chatting, and congratulating ourselves on its being one of the most 
lovely nights we’ve seen for a very long time. 

Hopson delighted. Didn’t he tell me it would be a perfect 

? The lights ashore become few, and far between, and 

dzally disappear entirely. Mysterious lights, now green, now 

red, approach us, and the k-out Man, and the Captain, and the 

Man at the Wheel, keep up a trio of an hour’s duration, led always 

by the first-mentioned as tenor, followed up by the Captain as 
baritone, and finished by the steersman as basso-pro 

It must be very annoying for the Look-out Man, who never 
announces any discovery of his, such as ‘‘ Light on the port bow!” 
“Light on the starboard!” or whatever it may be without the 
Captain immediately replying ‘* Aye, aye!” ina tone which certainly 
conveys that he has seen this danger a-head ever so long ago, and is 
perfectly aware of it. Very satisfactory to the passengers to know 
they have such a Captain as Captain Carver, whom nothing can 
escape, but still rather disheartening for the Look-out Man, who 
seems to be perfectly incapable of giving the Captain any information 
which the latter does not already possess, 

Begin to feel drowsy. 

** This is doing you good!” exclaims Honson, surveying me with 


ride, 
‘* All right up to now,”’ I say, cautiously. ‘‘ But suppose it should 
change to stormy in the night Bs - 
**Not a chance of it,” replies Hopson. And we descend to our 
Cabin, which, fortunately, is at present unoccupied. 
Now, how to climb up to my nest ? 








AN OPPORTUNITY. 


Lonpon is always a nice place for equestrian exercise, but just 
now, in the ‘‘dead season,” if you ask ‘‘ What’s up?” the answer 
must be, ‘‘ Roads, pavements, streets, : 
boards, red flags, &c.”’ 

Quite right, of course, and just 
the time of year for it. Only, as 
there are workmen digging into the 
soil of Kensington Gardens and the 
Parks, Mr. Punch, in the interest 
of uestrians generally, would 
again beg to inquire why on earth 

ere cannot be— 

First,—A ride under the trees from 
Kensington to Bayswater through 
Kensington Gardens. 

Secondly,—Another ride across 
Hyde Park, as a trifling variation 
on the monotony of Rotten Row 
and the dreariness of the ride be- 
tween the Marble Arch, which is 
now being ‘‘restored,” though no 
one ever had the audacity toremoveit. 

Thirdly. A propos of ‘‘ restora- 
tion,” why not restore at once the . 
soft ride all round the Park ? Th 

Fourthly. And why not do the er “a 
same in Regent’s Park, where the only chance for Equestrians is 
about half a mile of ‘‘ the soft” in the Inner Circle ? ; 

Fifthly. Why not open up two or three rides in Regent’s Park ? 
Who objects? ‘There’s room, and to spare, for everyone, Pedes- 
trians and Equestrians alike, and plenty of space for amusements 
of all sorts. a te ' 

Surely Geonck Ranorr, our Adiles, and the Police Commis- 
sioners, might hit on some plan between them for the benefit of the 
Liver Brigades of Light and Heavy Cavalry. 





~ 





SomETHING TO BE THANKFUL For.—Our dear old friend, Mrs. Ram, 
just saved herself from a nasty fall the other day a: down-stairs. 
‘*T should have broken my leg or worse,” she said, “* if I hadn’t put 
out my hand and caught hold of the barristers.” 

Monoronovs.—While the Sacred Lamp of Recieagne was alight at 
the Gaiety, there was a variety of tunes all through the entertain- 
ment. Now, there is only one Eyre. 
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But let t not light into the loathsome den 
BLIND-MAN’S BUFP. Where hags called women, ghouls in guise of 
A STRANGE mad game to play in such a place! 
rhe monster City’s maze, whose paths to trace 
Might tax another Theseus, the resort 

Of worse than Minotaurs, for blindfold sport 
W ould seem the most unfitting of all scenes ; 
W hat is it there such solemn fooling me 


Ask purblind Municipal Muddledom 
ie significance of the City Slum. 
but expect no answer more exact 
(han blundering palterers with truth and fact 
Ktange in their pigeon-holes in order neat, 
The awkward questionings of sense to meet, 
And, meeting, blandly baffle. Lurking crime 
Haunts from of old these dens of darksome 
silme 


men 
Live on death-dealing, feed a loathly life, 
On the chance profits of the furtive knife. 
The robber’s mountain haunt, the outlaw’s 
cave, 
Guarded by rocks or sheltered by the wave 
— feet intrusive, furnish no such lair 
or desperate villany or dull despair, 
a this obscene Alsatia of the Slums. 
Town’s carrion-hordes flock hither ; 
comes 
The haggard harpy of the pavement, she 
The victim’s victim, whose delirious glee 
Makes mirth a crac -kling horror ; hither slink 
a waifs of passion and the wrecks of drink. | 
Multiform wretchedness in rags and grime, 
There, where well-armed Authority fears to Hopele ss of good and ripe for every crime ; 
tread, A seething mass of misery and of vice, 
Murder and outrage rear audacious head, These grim but secret-guarding haunts entice. 
Unseanned, uutracked. As the swift-sliding | Look at those walls; they reek with dirt and 
snake damp, tram 
a to the covert of the swamp’s foul brake, | But in their shadows crouched the homeless 
earless of follow ing where no foot may find 
sa resting, where the fetid fumes that 
blind, 
The reeking mists that 
So Crime sneaks to 
There 
Revealing light, the foe of all things ill, 
With no intrusive ray floods in to fill 
Those hideous alleys, and those noisome nooks, | 
With health and safety. 
brooks 
lhe slime-fouled gutters of the Ghetto, eine! 
Plinlimmon’s breeze through 
hoking hive, 


ans: 


hither 


through. 
Those narrow winding courts—in thought— 
| yursue. wife, 
No light there breaks upon the bludgeoned | 
No flash of day arrests the lifted knife, 
There shrieks arouse not, nor do 
affright. 
These are but normal noises of the night 
Flush with limpid | In this obscure Gehenna. 


peley, guard its lair; 
the Slum’s seclusion. 


groans 


Must it be 
That the black slum shall furnish sanctuary 
Labour’s | To all light-shunning creatures of the slime, 
Vermin of vice, carnivora of crime ? 


May huddle undisturbed the biack night | 


Must it be here that Mammon finds its tilth, 


And harvests gold from haunts of festering | 


filth ? {stricken dumb, 
How long? The voice of sense seems 
What time the sordid Spectre of the Slum, 
tuthless red-handed Murder sways the scene, 
Mocking of glance, and merciless of mien. 
Mocking? Ah, yes! At Law the ghoul may 
laugh, 
The sword is here as harmless as the staff 
Of crippled age; its sleuthhounds are at 
fault, 
Justice appears not only blind but halt. 
It seems to play a merely blinkered game, 
Blundering about without a settled aim, 
Like boys at Blind-Man’s Buff. A pretty 
sport 
For Law’s sworn guards in rascaldom’s resort! 
The bland official formula to-day 
Seems borrowed from the tag of Nursery play, 
ha round three times,” upon no settled 
pla 


p | Flounde r "and fumble, and “‘ catch whom you 


can! 


| Tae Dancer or Drowstwess,—A Railway 
| accident is not uncommonly attributable to a 


sleeper having given way. Considering the 
lengthened hours of exhaustive exertion to 
which signalmen and other overworked ser- 
vitors attendant on railways are commonly 
subject, one wonders that terrible accidents do 
not occur even still more frequently than us 

through the somnolence of railway sleepers. 








An historic name that may always be in- 
troduced ‘‘d propos de bottes **—BunYan. 
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BLIND-MAN’S BUFF. 


(As played by the Police. 


“TURN ROUND THREE TIMES, 
AND CATCH WHOM YOU MAY!” 
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Moss00—cheerfully (he has just blown a hole through the Squire's hat), 
COMMENT DES ACCIDENTS ARRIVENT!” 





A DITTY FOR DINARD. 


At fair Dinard to-day 
You can flirt, dance, and play, 
As at most of such French places we 
know ; 
You can bathe at your ease, 
In what costume you please, 
On the beach near the little Casino. 


There ’s a sea very blue, 
And the sky ’s azure too 
And the air may be held to be bracing; 
But the nymphs we see there, 
With their stays dans la mer, 
Counteract its effects by tight-lacing. 


You will find at the Club 
Men quite game for a “‘ rub,” 
Or for Poker, when daylight is ended ; 
You may lose, if you go 
To the Petits Chevauz, 
Or to Baccarat,—not recommended. 


No one Tennis forgets, 
And they work at their ‘ setts” 
With an ardour that’s simply 
astounding ; 
From the morning till night 
Aracanta flies light, 
And the balls o’er the court go re- 
bounding. 


Thus we live by the side 

Of the fast-flowing tide, 
An improvement in health the great 

in is; 

While no river in France 

Can compare with the Rance 
Near Dinard, which in Ille-et-Vilaine 

is. 





‘AHA, Mon Amt! VOoILA 








“MAKING A BRITISH HOLIDAY.” 


My Dearest BLancue, 1276, Park Lane, Sept. 14, 1888. 

In spite of being in Town in the middle of September, I have 
had such a good time of it! Oh! I do so wish you had been with 
us last Thursday. Well, you must know, dear, that Cuartey (who 
has his long leave just now) pers amma to allow FLoRENcE 
and myself to iY with him to the Alexandra Palace to see Professor 
BaLpwry take his sensational leap. As CHarLey said, “it was 
absolutely rippin’!” It was, y! Mamma would not come, 
because, she said, “‘he might get killed!” ‘Why, of course he 
might,” replied Cuartey; ‘but that’s half the fun of it.” He 
appealed to us; and although, of course, we were not “ cruel,” or 
anything of that sort, yet we were forced to confess that the jump | 
would have been rather insipid if taken without risk of danger. | 
‘Just so,” replied Mamma—she can be awfully disagreeable at 
times. ‘‘ Then you really go to see Professor BaLDwin on the chance 
ot being present at his immolation.”’ 

Well, reasonably enough, this made us both very angry with 
Mamma for saying such dreadful thin all the more deter- 
mined to go, so when CHaRLeyY called for us the next morning, he 
found us ready waiting, and impatient to be off. We were both 
dressed in white, with ‘* picture’ hats and long’ pompadour parasols. 
We first tried getting down to the Alexandra by rail. But it was 
too awful! Every carriage was filled with three times as many 
travellers as it should have naturally contained! You can fancy, 
mc what a terrible crush there was! So then CHARLEY very 
wisely got a Hansom, which I confess was a little small for three, 

| but still much better than the railway. And so we drove down, 
| enjoying the fun immensely, and CHARLEY making us laugh by 
telling us how nearly the Professor was run over by a steam-engine 
on one occasion. So ridiculous, you know, dear, not to be able to 
guide the parachute, but to be forced to come down in all sorts of 
absurd places! And then FLORENCE (who, you know, dear, entre nous 
makes rather a parade of her sensibility), said she hoped we should 
hot go too near—not where there was any chance of coming across 
anything disagreeable. ‘ Oh,” said Cuantey, “if he does fall, I 
ae he will bury himself in the earth in the tidiest manner ible. 
r you need be under no apprehension of seeing anything Bastly.” 
_ at this moment the Hansom cabman put his head at the hole in 
7 € roof and told us that he had heard it strike six, and he thought 
‘would be better if he pulled up on the brow of a hill we had 





just 
a So CuaR.ey bundled out and helped us girls to f teat 
| e had searcely taken our seats on a rug that CuaRwey had spread 


M f 
Do ya Cotyledonous dis- | 


for us on the grass, when up went the balloon with the Professor 
dangling toit. ‘‘Oh, lam so glad!” cried Fronence. ‘* They said he 
might back out of it by retending that the wind was in the wrong 
quarter, or something i of that sort! Now I do hope he goes up 
two miles! It won't be the least bit of fun unless he goes up quile 
the two miles!” Well, I must confess, my dear, 1 was never so 
excited in all my life! Up went the balloon, and we saw the Pro- 
fessor getting smaller and smaller until he looked quite like a funny 
little foil! “* By Jove, he’s going to jump!” said Caariey, who 
had been watching the whole affair through a field-glass. And jump 
he did! For a moment my heart stood still. He came down lke a 
stone. ‘Smash, I think,’’ observed Cuax.ey, quietly, and I thought 
I would not have missed it for anything, as we should have seen all 
the affair without any of the unpleasant details. All of a sudden, 
CHARLEY said the parachute was opening and he was safe so far. 

Of course we girls thought that now all the fun was over. Not at 


all. The excitement was next, to see how long he would hold 
on. ‘* Bet you a pair of gloves he comes down safely!” shouted 
Cuartey. ‘Very well,” I replied, ‘‘I will bet he doesn’t!” And of 


course I was now doubly interested, as my gloves depended on it. 

Provoking! I lost, and CHARLEY was omy my + 
And now, dear, as I hear the bell ringing for dressing, 1 must put 
down my pen. I hope you will get up to Town in time to see the 
Professor take one of his wonderful leaps. Good-bye! 
Your own loving friend, Mavp. 


P.S.—We went to see the Roman Sports at the Italian Exhibition 
the other day. One thing was very moe When a gladiator is to 
be killed, they appeal to the Vestal Virgins to know if his life ma 
be spared. And then the Vestal Virgins point to the earth wi 
their thumbs to say ‘‘ No.” So absurd! 
see a man killed before her very eyes! 


As if anyone would like to 


To a Lively Authoress. 


O rnisxy Matron, writing in| Or would you send to hermitage 
the U- and holler-tree 
-niversal or Quilterian Review, | Marital victim to hisGynecolatry? 


Calling to mind in these still lively Better do this than drown dull 


latter days care, feel chippy, 
The telling touches in those bril- | And live Socratically with Xan- 
liant Saturdays TIPPE. (that’s risky ! 
Say what is your * Philosophy of Is this the moral! Let’s do all 


?\ In 


Cyprian bowers let us live “ all 
y”! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Goon novel Hartas Maturin. by H. F. Lester. So excitingly 
interesting. The character of Hartas himself is finely drawn, and that 
of the visionary Bastian might have been imagined and described by 
Lord Lyrrow in such a work as Zanoni, or A Strange Story. I hope 
there are not many Bastians about, as his theories would do away with 
| all moral responsibility, and necessitate the building of Public Lunatic 
| Asylums on an extensive scale, and a consequent increase of burden 
on the unhappy ratepayer. But Mr. Lester is “ only purtendin’,” 
and *‘there aim’t no such person.” I am sorry that Mr. Lester’s 
heroine should be troubled with a profusion of golden hair; I should 
have cut that hair, or dye’d it; and I do not think that the lighted 
end of a cigar put into the pocket of a damp coat would set a house 
on fire pastionlasty such a booms as the author has previously been 
at no little pains to describe. But these are mere details. The idea 
| of the story is decidedly original, and to lighten the tragedy of the 
tale there are many touches of genuine humour. 

I have just seen Messrs. Barravp’s eighth number of Men and 
Women of the Day, wherein a portrait of Heten MatHers, Mrs. 
Reeves, looking as if she were trying to imitate the American 
Siflleuse, is between those of Dr. W. G. Grace, the Cricketer, and 
| Lord Justice Corroy, with a wig which, were he Lonp CHanceLior, 
| would be suggestive of the Cotton-Woolsack, but, as he isn’t, it is 

evidently only an old wig that doesn’t fit him. Heten Maruers, 

the charming Novelist, couldn't be in better company than appear- 
| ing thus with Grace and Corron, typical at once of her literary and 

personal charms on the one hand, and of her devoted domesticity 
on the other. Well selected. 

Also the September Number of Our Celebrites. There is about 
Watery’s Photographs a soft tone that I’ve rarely, if ever, seen 
| equalled. The portrait of Sir Moretti Mackenzie this month is 

perfect as a print, and lifelike as a portrait. The great merit of 

this positive liken ss is a “‘ negative” one; I mean the absence of 
| the stereotyped background, in which, as in a cold ancestral hall, 
| with only one chair im it, to which he fondly clings, stands Lord 

Staniey of Preston. The fault of background, in my humble judg- 


|ment, produces a theatrical effect in the otherwise striking repro- 
| duction of Lady Lrypsay’s living presentment. Here we have the 
| same baronial hall, the same urn of ancestor’s ashes, perhaps, in the 
| distance, only the chair is different, and there is some drapery intro- 
| duced with a property cushion for the lady’s foot, a Wardour Street 
table, and a property vase and book. The entertaining and interest- 
ing monographs, by L. Exeet are drawn from his usual well of pure 
and undefiled ENGEL-ish. 
Tracked Out, by Mr. Artuvr A Becxert, is, I am informed, | 
having a perfectly unprecedented sale. It is indeed a weird story. | 
Yet there is nothing quite new under the sun, as, I think, the weird | 
author will himself be the first to acknowledge when he reads A Tale 
of Wonder, by WitttaM Makepeace THACKERAY, now republished 
by Extior Srock, in a collection of the Novelist’s early writings, 
jeompiled by C. Piumprre Jonnson, in which the decapitated Head | 
tells its own decapitated tale, and the criminal is discovered !! How's 
| this for High, inquires Tae Sacactovs Baron pE Boox- Worms. 








PASTORAL TO THE ‘“ BOY BISHOP.” 
| [The World says of Dr. Jayns, the new Ritinp of Chester :—‘“ He cannot 
| be said to have made any mark there (i.¢., at Leeds).”.... “In person, 
he hardly realises one’s idea of a Bishop: he enjoys a fair, fresh, ingenuous 
boy-like aspect, and owns an engaging frank demeanour.” .. . . “and he | 
will be, by far, the youngest Bishop on the Bench.’’) 
Arn—Refrain of “ My Pretty Jane.” 
My fairish Jayne, my boylike Jayyeg, 
Oh, never look so shy ; ; 
But come, oh come, and go a Bishoping, 
While the bloom is ‘neath your eye. 
Chorus (everybody at Keble College) :— 
My fairish Jayne, my boylike Jayne, 
Oh, never look so shy ; &c., da capo. 


| 











Coal Tar Sugar can’t be Beet. 


Canpbip Oprnion. 
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FIRST MEETING OF THE PARNELL COMMISSION. 


| Toby, M.P. Q.C., with a brief to watch the case for the Public, presents Lika Joko, who watches the case for Japan, to the Three Commissioners, 


—. 











le A Serious Question.”—We are glad to learn from several 
| orrespondents that the question we asked last week as to the 
ee theatrical picture-posters is likely to lead to beneficial 
the n 8. We agree with the St. James’s Gazette, that legislation on 
of matter is an imperative necessity. These ‘‘colourable imitations ” 
Dra rime are a disgrace to our civilisation, our Literature, and our 

rama. And d propos of advertisements not pictorial, isn’t it bad 


= eon the part of the Lyceum management to use a line from St. 
it s Epistles as an advertisement for the play of Hyde and Jekyll? 
| “Sit to show that Hyde can quote Scripture to his purpose ? 


en, 


A Cosy put wot Cossey Cucrcn.—A Correspondent writing to 
the Spectator, says that in whitey Parish Church, ‘‘ The old three- 
decker,” consisting of Clerk’s desk below, reading desk in the middle, 
and pulpit atop, still exists. What spot more a iate for a 
‘* three-decker,” than the marine locality, Whitby-on-the-Sea, 
Vive ** three-decker!’’ and may it be long ere it gives way to other 
decker-ations. 





“O wy Propneric Sout! wy Uncte!”—Why didn’t the Duke 
of Aosta pay a visit to Monaco? Because he preferred Nice. 
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“OH, DON’T HE LOVE HIS MUMMER!” 


Is Mr. Hanny Qvuierer’s Universal Review for September, Mr. 
Groner Moore runs a-muck against “‘Mummer Worship.” The 
| well-worn theme of “‘ the status of the Actor” is to the author of that 


“ But Mong of More Hall, 
With nothing at all, 
He slew the Dragon of Wantley !”’ 


strong Zola-esque novel, The Mummer's Wife,—in which, by the way, 
while spades are called something more than spades, there is much 
unpalatable truth,—like the proverbial red rag to the bull, or the 
oakh s of the timid stranger toGLoxce MEReEpITH’s“ distraught goose.” 

All that Mr. George Moore has to say about the ‘“‘Stage as a 
wrofession’’ has been said, without mincing matters, long ago in 
Mr. Epwunwp Yartes’s Time (a Magazine), and in the Fortmghtly 
Review, in Mr. Escort’s time. Mr. Moore wanders away from his 
text of Mummer-worship, and needlessly and inconsequently attacks 
Mr. Cuarntes WyxpaamM and Miss Mary Moore for their Continental 
tour with David Garrick. That Actor and Actress should be 
received into ‘‘ Society” at all ‘* does make him so wild.” Well, he 
needn't meet them. He can keep aloof from Society, and the loss 
will, of course, be Society’s. 

** Because I have cakes and ale,”’ Mr. Moore seems to say to the 
Actors, ‘‘ therefore you shan’t be virtuous.” And ‘‘ you shan’t even | 
be respectable, if I can help it,” is his implied determination ; for- | 
getting that ‘‘ respectability is the homage paid by vice to virtue,” 
with which cynical definition Mr. Moore should be satisfied, as 
covering all his ground of complaint 

The artistic temperament is innately Bohemian, and it feels itself 
ridiculous when attempting to shine with the veneer of bourgeois 
respectability. But the ostentatious Bohemianism which Mr. GrorcE 
Moore considers the proper colour for the Actors to live and die 
in, with its inordinate vanity, vulgar self-consciousness, affected 
bonhomie, and flippant profanity, is more repulsively snobbish and 
re voltingly caddish, than the best silk-hatted, frock-coated Respec- 
tability can ever be. 

The craze of Actor-worship is rapidly passing away. Burraio 
Bri..'s popularity with ‘‘ Society’ hit the histrion a serious blow; 
so did the momentary success of the athlete. The fault is in the 
worshippers, not in the object of their adoration. Mr. Grorae| 
Grossmira laughs pleasantly at the craze in his amusing shillings- 
worth, entitled, Zhe Clown in Society. 

Let the Actor enjoy himself with his Dukes and Duchesses, his 
supper and champagne, and do you, Mr. Moore, enjoy yourself | 
too, with your ‘‘couple of Princesses and a Duchess” (which is| 
your own modest allowance for yourself *‘ in perspective”), but you 
needn’t throw stones through the window panes, merely because you 
catch sight of Comedians in the Duke’s drawing-room. 

If the Actor’s vanity hungrily craves for recognition in what is | 
termed ‘‘ Society,”’ then, like the little boy in the bath, ‘‘he won't 
be happy till he getsit.” And if that makes him happy, Mr. Georct | 
Moore, ** happy man be his dole.” But why envy him? Why blame | 
him’ Blame Society,—and your task is futile and endless. 

-- | 


| 

Tat Morning ‘Post, last Wednesday, mentioned a ‘ Firework 
Drama,” by Mr. Brock, at the Crystal Palace. Of course the lead- 
ing Lady was Miss Carnerine Wuert. There must have been 
| several Stars. Probably the show concluded with a political Squib. 

rhe next novelty in the Pyrotechnic Theatrical fine will be an 

wlaptation of one of PLancué’s old Fairy-tale Extravaganzas, to 
j i entitled, Rocket with the Tuft. 











there will be uo exception 


| whe re he’s wrc 


| learn that ‘‘J7 n’y en a pasici. C’ est d Clermont wg eae | 
| by carriage from 8) 


arrived at the hotel, but the well-meaning though officious Con- 


A TALE OF ONE HUNDRED CIGARS. 


Srr,—The ordinary Englishman may fondly imagine that he cay 
pass his cherished Havannas, up to, say, one hundred, through tha 
remarkable institution known in France as the Douane. That’, 

mg. Heecan’t! At all events, he can’t, if he tries t, 
be honest, as I fia, and disclose the fact that his paquet contains 
Havanna cigars. As is well known, the French Government js , 
yaternal one, and in its infinite wisdom does not permit anything 
Pat cabbage, chour, to be smoked in La Belle France. tobaces 
is considered deadly. However, let me at once proceed to the recital 
of the One Hundred Cigars. 

First week of August I wrote, enclosing cheque, to the Army ani 
Navy Stores, from Royat-les-Bains, to order one hun of the for- 
bidden fruit, I should say, weeds. By return I get receipt from 
Stores, and note to say that ‘‘the goods shall be forwarded with 4)! 
practicable dispatch.” So far, so good. Four days after this | 
receive from Monsieur le Chef de Gare du Nord at Paris the following 
most bewildering communication :— 

Grande Vitesse 1. Trafic International. Paris. 

Mownstevr,—J’ai l’honneur de vous informer qu’il est arrivé 4 
votre adresse, en grande vitesse [observe the sarcasm], dans les 
magasins du douane, 4 la Gare du Nord, expédiés par M. Army 
Navy (sic), 4 Londres, les colis ci-aprés designés: 100 cigarres. 

Vous devrez signer l'une des deux formules ci-dessous, selon qu: | 
vous prendrez livraison en gare ou que vous préférez vous faire livrer 
la marchandise a domicile par le camionage de la Compagnie. 

I do so. Sign the “formule” which permits, apparently, the | 
delivery of our one hundred chez nous. Alas! how little I knew of 
the ways, and means, of the Douane. Daily we (myself and | 
expectant friends) journey down to the Gare de Royat, “ pour | 
demander si les cigarres [why two r’s ?] de Monsieur sont arrivés.” | 
** Non, Monsieur, pas de paquet pour vous.” Quoi faire? Now | 
attendons, On a Wednesday in August we receive a billet-douz from | 
the Chef de Gare, as follows :— 

** Nous avons recu votre lettre. Les vigarres étant prohibés, veuil- 
lez _adresser une demande d’autorisation d’entrée sur papier timbré 
a M. le Directeur de la Douane pour obtenir l’entrée des cigarres con- 
formément aux instructions, jointes 4 notre avis 338 du 11 courant.” 

I fly—always with my friends, who are now beginning to doubt | 
whether I ever ordered any cigars at all, and are rather less generous | 
with their own towards me than they were—to the post-office to | 
purchase the cherished ‘‘ papier timbré.”” Weare told, ‘* Vous troure: | 
ca chez le marchand de tabac.” Thither we wend our weary way, to | 
minutes | 
yat) que vous trouvez ca. Rue Saint Esprit.” | 

My friends will not quit me, so we all go together. Arrived at | 
Clermont, we find the marchand de tabac, Rue Saint Esprit, and 
are, on payment of sotrante centimes, armed with the formidable 
papier timbré. So off we walk to the nearest café, demand ink 
and pen, and indite in our most classic French a humble petition to 
the Directeur de la Gare du Nord, a Paris. In five minutes more 
it is in the letter-box, and we are wending our way back to the iron | 
waters of Royat. We feel we require tonics. This ends our labours | 
on Thursday. Allons! du courage! Enfin c'est toujours possible | 
que M. le Directeur dela Douane finira par nous envoyer nos paucres | 
cigarres. | 

Seated at dinner on the following Saturday evening, we lear, | 
to cur dismay (a heavy rain-storm is at the moment doing its best | 
to wash the town away), that the ill-fated cigars have at length 


cierge has sent them away, because he did not know if Monsieur 
meaning the humble individual who now addresses you, ‘* mot qu 
parle”) was prepared to pay the trifling sum of thirty-six franes 
duty on one hun cigars ! Having explained that I was ready to 
pay double, he secured the cigars ; and thus, after much time, bour, 
journeying, lamenting, and heart-ache, I was rewarded by the ee 
of my One Cigars! How sweet was the first one (slightly 
damp, it is true), but real tobacco! All’s well that ends well. 
Moral.—When endeavouring to pass a cigar through the ne, 
allow at least a fortnight for the function. Ah! Mr. Punch, | 
know you smoke, like myself, good cigars, and I feel that, in your 
kind heart, I shall find some of that sympathy which may my 
shattered nerves. Vale, amice! Yours, A Mere Bacca TELL 





“ Qurre Exouisn, rou Kyow!”—We see a new Opera announced 
for the 25th at the Crystal Palace. It is an English Opera, Libretto 
like this 

nother 


by an Englishman, C. Brapperry (never seen it spelt 
before—‘‘ put it down a ‘u,’ my Lord”), and the musie by @ 
Englishman, Mr. Groret Fox. The subject is The Corsican B 
Mr. Fox ought to play Chdteau- Renard. Of course he can, B 

if he pleases. With the usual white face, corked eyebrows, 
Mephistophelian moustache, he might come out as a sort 
Fox. Suceess to the English Composer. 





ll 





NOTICE. —Rejocted Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wil 
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